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JND IS THAT OLD JAY?

A Chicngs gratirmas of wealil 3od pomities
as walNing vpms one of Ube wlfrs-lashaene s
(hroughisres arm bn arm oD an obd mas ohe
wory chondes [Rat can ouly be putvhassd a1 &
seaniry store. e was ono of (hose kind feoed
i vigeress wid men and e stmoephere
srownd Bim aggeetend the seent of clater fielde
I the volger parisnee be was & Jar." An e
uaintanes of e Chioage mas sesing him in
soatpaty with e suburban individus’ (8 e
facetinegs mapser ssbhed: ““Whe o thet old
JATT The tnlbowing s Lhe answet he rossived

Whe ts Wt old Jag* Well,

It won't Lake very lang o tell

Dl | gt him oul of & grab bhag' No:

1 made b sojuRinlanis yoars g

1t was ovnr there in the Dunkeye atate

Thal be snd | reame IDTIEEl-

My Jove' IU's ARirty Bee yeats lo-day

$ince | was Inirodn ed L the! old Jay

Yoo Nir whiskers are rut & jittle gueer

His clothes lomk rather awiWard bere

There s a cotitres! eiween hieo atid mine

Well style never was maeh o his line,

Yot somebow, I'm kiod of tend of bim

Yeu | know he's & farmer, while I'm o e
L

1'su showing bim il the sights \o=day,

And havmglun with thst vid Jay.

Thr first | remember of ki, way back,

He whittied for me & jumping jack

1 though! 11 the tunuisst kind of thing,

It was mostacy to pull Lhe siring .

And thea we'd sit by e big wosxd Ara

Anid he toldl me of Davil and Gellah

1've spent many bappy hours thet way,

Boing enlertained by that old Jay.

Thon 1've aflen leansd on his good wile's knoe,
And bwes 1okl of Him fruom Galliee

‘Suter litle ehildren 1o come ynto we

Fof of sgeh lnibe Kinglom of Hesven,” said He
The getes of Heaveu wore opened wide

And Jesin backoned ber to Pis sid=

1 atied many, many sea'ding tesrs thet day,
As | stosd ot ber cofn with that old Jay,
Timo fow tant and years rolisd on,

A birthday came, | was twenty one,

1 thought e on the fa1m too slow,

Bo | detormined that | wonld go

To some greal olty and be o swall|

The telghtors aald | was going Lo--wal]

O course the pelghtars wyuld have tholr say,
Bt one had falts | 1t was thyt odd Jay

I ieft with hils blessing and dollars. ton,
Thal blessing wus luck and the dollars greow
Heap upon heap untll my fortune was mode
1 owe it to him and the wise things he satd
1 know he looks sort 0f awkward and queer,
T U iy wast't for him 1 wouldn's be hers
L#t me inteoduce you. Oh ' dou't hurry away,
Hie s my tather, is that dear old Jag

Chloago Herald

FEROBIA'S FAILURE.

It Wuas One of the BSuccesaful
Kind, Anyhow,

“You'vre a stannin' in ver own light,
Ferohy

Timothy Filbert shook his head sol-
emuly us he spoke. He wus o large
muan, with small, light blue eves,
and & chronle stoop in the shoulders,
suggestive of & wo steady application
to the plow,

A You're o stannin’ in yer own light,”
he repented, impressively

“Muobbe you're right, Timothy," ad-
mitted his sister, mookly. She was not
naturnily of a meek disposition, but
there are times when the most spirited
person feels crushed by clrenmstances,
and such & moment
Ferobin, Timothy felt somewhat pla-
ciuted hy the unexpected admission.

“Tain't too lute yot." he suggested,
briskly, tnking his seat wt the bLreak-
fast table, where his sister was already
pouring the coffee.  ““You just say the
word, Feroby, ay' 1'll give Jason Smull
weed 4 hint that you've chauged yer
mind,”

His pale blue eyes glanoed inguiring-
1y ut his sister, but Miss Ferobian's mo-
wientary meskness seemed to have van-
ished as voaccountably as it had ap-
punrml.

1 Aaren’t changed my mind,” she re-
torted, with much asperity,  *1 won't
marry Juson Smallweed, nor nobuddy
else. T'Il stay right here sn’ keep
house for you the balance of my days.”

Timothy wriggled unensily, He had
his own reasons for not apprecinting
the generous offer. 'To fortify himself
for the disclosure which must be made
he swallowed half his coffee ot & gulp.

“Jeel—the truth is, Feroby." he stam-
mered, with o erimson countenanes, *'1
folt so sartin 1 was a-jroin’ to lose you,
11 usked Nancy Garget, an’ she sald

w'idl Aare me”

The eat was out of the bag now, and
Timothy mopped his face with his
hundkerchief and breathed o sigh of re-
lief.

But Miss Forobin, ke a sensible
woman, bore the shock bravely.

“And how soon am I to give up my
situation? she asked.

Timothy grew uncomfortable again.

“Hey? Ohi—why-—you needn't to be
in & hurry. It won't come off fura
week yet," he hastened o explain
“An,, of course, you know [ wouldn't
hev nothin' agin yer stayin' right along,
aame as ever, only Nancy, she—"

“You couldn't Afre me to stay,” was
the reassuring answer, and Timothy
congratuluted himself on having the
matter so casily seitled.

*It puzzled me consider'ble to know
why Timothy was so sot on me chang-
in’ my mind," reflected Miss Ferobia,
nt she washed up the breakfast dishes
nnd polished the knives and forks. **But
it's plain a8 & plkestaff now. [ might
o' knowed he was sayin’ one word fur
we sn’ two fur hisself,”

Miss Ferobin was as unlike hor
Wrother in appenrance as she was in

-disposition,

While he was stoop-shouldered she
was struight as an arrow. And though,

sa she admitted, she was “petting
nhoty™ I years, her hright eyeon and
fresh emuplesion comtradicted the as-
serthon,

At bor brother » Pegoest she remalned
st her post antil the wedding was over
and the bride inatalied in her new home.

Thery was very llttle congeniality
betworn the two women, and M
Timothy Filbert was disposed to i
vuwph over her sister-in-law

“] Npose you wasn't sccuntin’ on
your brother sarrgin’.” she remarked,
disagreeably, as ahe combed out her
ink-black tresses before the square- |
framed looking giass in the best room

“lie had a right 10 please himself”
rejoiged Misa Ferobia, composedly

“Hut what are you golng 1o do™ per
sintod the bride. “As 1 wid Timothy
before | promised w have him, the

liex, mn’ you eouldn’t expoct to stay af-
tor [ eome.™

“An' as [ told him, | woulde't stay if |
he paid me for iL." retorted Miss Fero |
bin. emphatically

“Oh, you're mighty Independent,” |
suiffed Napcy, tossing her bead “1 |
suppose you're s-caleslatin’ te take up |
with Jason Smallweed., You wouldn
ketelh vie marryin’ s widderee,” she
added, maliciously It Y couldn't be
the tabtlecloth | wouldnt be the dish-
rag. NHut | s'pose he's Hobson's chaloe
with you ™

The truth was that she was afraid
her alster-in-lnw might still manage to
retain & place in the househald by hook
or by erook, and she was determined W
provoke an altercation in order to pre-
vent such a seguence

Hut Mins Ferobla was
trawn into a quarrel

not o be

pink fush of carly dawn did not find
Miss Ferobis napping the next morn-
ing. nor for many wornings W cowe

She wan up with the birda, and after
8 hasty brrakfsst out she sallied and
bowd and raked weeded aod traos
planted. tll her back schod and bor
fingers grew sore and her nose freck ed
and ber cheeks tanned But garnien
Ing is hard work, at best, and thouagh
Miss Ferobla labured with a will, the
gruss and wesds wovld ereep in bere snd
there In spite of her vigllunee. The
pursiane —“pasly” she callod t—and
hares-tettles grow fuster than her buy-
ter-bead lettuere or white spine encam-
bers

Then the weather was not
propitives. anmd

alwars
her first plamting of
sugar-norn and evarly rnme potatoss rot-

house wa'n't big enoagh fur fwe fam - [ ted in the ground
' Hut Miss Frrobin. nothing daunted.

replanted the vacant rows with luter
variethes, and in due thae the seed

Iupruulrd and gave every promise of &

luxurisot crop

liut from that time on It was, ss the
Hitle woman declared. & “tassle™ be-
tween hersel! and the weods

While shie was howing her cabbages

| mnid kohl roliles anid weeding her siiver-
| whein onlons, the cockle burrs snd wild
| morning glories were flourishing among

her sweet corn and potatoss

She worked early and late, howewer,
Lo eraddicate the tenacions interlopers,
| and Hually sneceeded in secomplishing
| her tusk. When Jo! one anlusky night
Farmer Nubbin's pigs foroed their way
through a broken panel of the fence,
and played havoe among the growing
Crups

“Ne may be Habson's eholee, but he
is not mine,” she returned, coolly

Nuncy. however, was as persistent as
& gnatl or a gadily

“1 don't doubt buat what you'd rather
have Felix Hyefield.’
slyly, “but you needn’t to count
gittin’ him, fur he's a-keepin’ comp'ny
with the Widder Chovsemat, wn' every-
buddy says they're a-goin’ to marry
after hnrvest.™

It was a mandom shot on Naney's
part, but her black eyes sparkled with
malicious trinmph as she saw by her
alsterdn-law’s burning cheeks that the
poisoned arrow had struck home,

Miss Ferobia delgned no reply, how-

had come to Miss !

ever, but went eodlly about prepara-
| tiots for her own departure

| She had rented o woall cottage and »
| foew nerves of ground o wmile or two
| from the old homestend, and Timothy

waugron aml drive her to the new homne,
It was yot early in the springtime

sond the wild

with bloom

plum trees were white
The tall maples and elms
by the roadside swang thelr lght tas
sels in the soft breesze and myriads of
buttercups and  purple-hued
dotted the gruss-grrown lanes

“1 dunno what you wanted of so
| muah gronnd 'round your
murked Timothy, reflectivoly, as the
wagon rolied easily along.
| pere would of boen enough, I whould
L
| “No, It wonldn't,” malntained his
sister, stoutly. ““I'm negoin' into the
| gurdenin’ business, 1o raise
the murkets.”
|  Timothy whistled.

“NYou'll make a fullure of it, sure as
guns,” he declured, ruthlessly,

Hut Miss Ferobis wos not to bo dis
conrnged

“There's plenty of men muke a livin at
it an’ why not e ? she asked, ““1've got
a little money Inid by to start on.  An'
| 've got a stoul pair of srms, an’ never
wasn siek o day in my life: so why
should T make u failure of (17

Hat Timothy only shook his head and
remarked, vaguely, that it was “on-
practicable, and she would find out,™
and deelined to commit himself fur-
{ther. And the conferenos was et
| short by their arcival st the eottage,

It wis o louely pluee but Miss Fero-
| bia was hlessed with strong nerves and
| solitude had no terrors for her.

She "had pecumulnted a fow odds and
onds of furniture from thwe 1o time, the
gifts of various friends and relatives,
which went a good way toward fur
nishing her diminutive dwelling.

And when they waere arranged to her
satisfaction and a square of bright rag
carpot tacked down in the senter of the
room Miss Ferobia felt ax happy as o
king.

She was too tired after her day's
work to do more than take a cup of ten
and retire to rest.  lut s comfortable
night's sleep on the old-fashloned,
square-posted  bedstead restored her
snergles, and for the next few dayvs she
was us busy as o naller over her prep-
arations

Lem Dodson was hired to plow the
“truck pateh,” a cow with a young ealf
was barguined for and s few fowls of
the Plymouth Rock und Dorking specles
were purchased and woee soon o sekling
vigorously around their new quarters.

After a little more help from neighbor
Dodson and & vigorous use of the hoe
on Miss Ferobia's part the ground was
in remdiness for planting and the ambl-
tions market gurdencr sat up till long
past her usual bedtime looking over
her stock of seeds and selecting thoss
requisite for immediate use,

There might still be late frosts, she
reflectod, and such tender plunts us
boans and cucumbers, summer squashes
and nutmeg melons, would be better
out of the ground than in it for a few
duys to come.

But beets and lottuee, spinach and
marrowfat peas and rutabagas would
stand anything short of a  regulsr
freeze, and wight be safely planted at

Pansivs

hionse,”™ re-

once.

she sugprested, l

“Hulf un |

truck for |

Small wonder, indeed, if our herolpe
lost her temper at last and pelted those
plgs with clods whatever came

haundlest, and even whacked one of
them across the spout with the hoe
handle

But with all her efforts it was late in
the duy when the last one of the ma-
| randers was disposed of, and the lenee

patched up after o fashion

Miss Ferobia's workmanship, If not
exactly  artistic, wis safficlently in-
genious to prevent further inromds in
that direction

But for some renson
]un thie futes seomwl
shoulder to her efforta
| The rabbits feasted on her carly
| York cabbages widd marrowfnt  prasse,
the striped bugs worked destroction on
her cucumbers and Cassava melons, the
Colormdn beotle devastuted her pota

or

from that thme
to turn & ookld

| Boston murrows  and  patty-pun
sqyunshes, The foxes, minks, owls and
hawks, 1o sy nothing of M st and
thinned the ranks of
| young Dorkings and Plymouth  Rocks;
and, to make matters worse, her son
turnsd ot to bw n (LTRITE Rl TH
| bronght disgrace op herself and troable
o oy mistress by dully ralids an Farm-
er Nubibins' corn Held

| weasels her

This was the lust steaw, and, ke the
mythical camel, Miss Lirvibee
down under IL
ain't no wee a-tryin’, as |
she lpmented, dolefully, as she
| Wt out her one cup anil spoeer in readi-
nesa for her tea. “A lone womun don’t
have no chanes ot wll

AN Pve spent all my money
an’ my garden win't wath shocks. And
Timothy, he'll say he told me how
Ywonld be, and that I'd better o mur-
ried Joason Smallwead. And 1 almost
b lleve— ] —would No, | wonldn't,
cither, 1 won't tale up with a crook-
ed stick, if 1 be nearly through the
woisd s

“Evenin', Miss Feroby.," interrupt-
el u cheery voleo, and there, framed
In the doorveay, stood Felix Byefield, a
smile  brightening his honest, sun-
browned {aoe.

Miss Ferobin shook hands with her
visitor, und drew forth o chair for him,
with u seeret futtering at bor heart as
she romembered her sistor<in-law’s in-
sinuation,

But Pelix was evidently bent on mak-
ing himsell ngrecable

“An' s you've struck out for your-
welf,” he observed.  Uittin® wloong Hirst
rute, | opine.  You must show me your
garden.”

“l haven't got any garden, and yon
sha'n't see it declared Miss Ferobia,
inconsistently.  “It's all choked up
with weeds—1 conldn’t keep them out
An' what with the bugs, an’ the rub-
bits un' pigs, 1 aln't gots eabbage-head
left, skooreely.”

“Sho', now, vou don't say! Why, if
that ain't too bad,” responded Felix,
sympathetically.

“An' the varmints has took all my
young chickens,” continued Miss
Ferobin. “An’ Farmer Nubbins is
w-goin’ to shoot my cow, an’, an'="

The thought of her woes was too
much for her, and she began to sob
hysterically.

“Don't ery, Miss Feroby; pleass don't,"
urged Felix. “He sha'n't shoot your
cow, | promise yon”

But Miss Ferobia shook her head, and
dried her eyes on the corner of her

apron,

“I'll aell the cow,” she declared,
soberly. “An' I'll go an' hire out some-
where 1 ean eook if 1 ean’t muke gar-
den.”

“*No need to hire out,” put in Felix,
engerly. “I—I want somebody to cook
for me. Say you'll marry me, Feroby!"

But Miss Ferobin i her surprise
stared at him, then hung her head,
blushing like a girk

It so—gudden,” sho whispered,

“What's the odds?" nsked Felix,

Ferobin

“There
| e "

h ~re

boldly. *I wanted you long ago, ouly

And, lste though shé ast up, the first | | conlin’t somehow git the conrage n

mak youo Bay g won'l your, Feroby®

Md after u little more wiping Miss
Ferobis did say yen, sad folt very well
comtented with ber future prspecis, in
upite of her wewdy gurden.

Timothy will say the truck hasisess
was 8 failure after all” ahe reflocted,
as she washed up her sapper dishes at

{ might, with & very light beart, “but be
can't say It waan't & ewerva! Inilnre
snyhow “—Helen W. Clark, in Leslie's
Sr-unwr

————

SIGHTS ON THE SUN,

Tereibie Effects of ihe Eaplosive and ¢ y-
clunie Puroes Now sl Work

The ancients whoe believed that the
wnn was a8 stootl and spotiess as 8
golden mirror would be snsposkably
sston lshed If they could see It aa It has
appeared when viewed with telescopes
the lust fow days. Two large groups,
or rather rowns, of spots, which are yot
visible neur the center of the disk,
have exhibited to & wonderful degree
the lerrific effects of the explosive and
eyclonic forces that are now, month by
month, guthering greater energy upon
the sun.  Holes large enough to swal-
low up the earth with plenty of reom
to spare have boen formed there in the
shght of the astronomer; shiplng bars
huve boen shot peross the dark chnsms
like bridges of fire; the twisted forms
of the great flamolike
which project hundreds of miles over
the odges of the seemingly black and
httamless pits have given evidence of
the operation of a sighty whirling
power. and the puncturing of ths
bright disk with erowds of compur-
atively small black hales in the neigh-
borhoed of the greater spots has showa
that over hundreds of thousands of
scputre miles of the solar surfuce o tre
mendous rain of ejected matter is fall-
ing back upon the blaring photusphero

Yt the ehanges that thess onthurs’a
are abiv to effect in the solar Hght and
l heat boar so small & proportion to the
whole rudintive energy of the sun that
it is still an open question whether
the onarth feels them o n pﬂh‘ﬂilliluh'
degree or not. It Is ouly when a sun
| bursts out with sueh overwhelming
might as wis exhibited by the fumona
star in Cassiopes in (572, or by & starin
Cvgous in 1876, or hy & star in Andros
modn in 1855, that the planots eircling
around it are swept with fire. Therx
| 1% no known reason to belleve that our
;-un will behave in that wmanner, st
least in our time, and so everybody can
hl'llj‘l'\' the of the

marvelons sapecilaclo

oould do no less than get oot the spring | ooe and the squash bugs ate up hor | sunspots without apprebension for thelr

N. Y. S

Canlatienoes

WHEN MEN SEE SNAKES.

The Apponrance of the Hepiiles Is Due to
Congestion ol the bye-Veins,

The couse of persons whose nerves
ure excited by protracted snd exeessive
use of stimwlants seeing the shapes of
animals passing before them is not due
wholly to the imagination, In fact the
fancy only operates to induce a belief
thnt what s seen is ulive and bideous,

The eyeball s coverad by o network
of velns, ordinarily so small that they
do not introde themselves visibly in the
path of the light that eniers the sight,
but in the eourse of some diseases thiese
vens are fregquently eongesied and
swaollen o sueh size as W boeome vis
ible, and when this happens the e fect

un object of considerable size st o dis-
tanee from the eye.

Of ourse, this vein ls generally long,
thin and sinnons like & serpent, and
the figure seen is frequently startlingly
like o snnle,
Is due to the fact that they are often
not in perfect line with the direot frout
of sight. They are either to the side;
up or down from the fovns; therefore,
when discovered, the victim naturslly

the effect, of course, moves away

The eve follows, and thus 8 continw
oux and realistic motion is got. Now,
it the eye returned to the fromt
ngain quickly it will see another suake,
which, if watched, will glide awhy v
the sume manner. The writer of this
in nfflicted by mulurial disesse, and wf.
ter his eyes ure thos congested muny
strunge shapes and clonds puss within
his vision, which, if he were in a stute
of nervous collapse, might ensily be all
thut are seen by those suffering from
deliviom tromens. —N. Y. Times

Tt

Oddities About Fless,

Nothing curious asbout a flen, eh?
Lot us see, I'ut one under o strouy
mierosoope.  What a transformation’
It seems to be elothed in armor *from
hend 1o foot,” formed of brown, over
lupping plates that are so exceedingly
tough ns to be almost indestruetible.
Its hend is small und very thin, with a
single bluck eye on wach side, the rays
of light seintillating through the tiny
optic like sparks of fire. Puget mon.
uged to look through the eye of a fles
with his powerful glass, finding that its
surface diminished objects in size while
it multiplied them In number—a man
appoesring like wn army of fairies, and
the flume of a candle bocoming »
thousand tiny stars.  From the shape
of its shead and for other rensons the
flen is supposed to use but one eye st o
time. The offensive weapon of the
little cresture is composnd of two pal
pl, or ‘“feelers,” two plercers and o
tougue. When it feeds it stands erect,
thrusting this sucker into the flesh,
snd will ent without intermission i
not disturbed. The flea's manner of
breathing is still undetermined, but it
is thought to be through two small
hales at the end of the palpl. —St. Louls
Republic,

turns his cyes toward the ~Mect, and |

phenomens |

penerally is to nppenr as if there were |

That they seem 1o li\-cl

An i Famergoney
First Youlh—1 know wiere we cab
bire o bost.  Lots go sailing

Becotd Youth —| pever salled & bost,
wor did vou, | punsa

First Youth— No. bet I've bought &
ook which tolin all about how 1o sall &
boal. Come on [l resdd the lnstros
Lo while you steer

Beth Youtha (ha!f an bhour later)—
Ol won! woo!  We're upaet.

secomd Y outh  (Boundering arcand ln
the waler ) —Wha-wha-what shall we do
now?

Pirst Youth (gaaping)—1-] —don‘t—a
eknow; 've lost the book —Lood
Newn

A Motion to Recansider.

Bhe (sweotly)~You may spoak to
Papa. Greorge,

He—AN! thankse e s the rather
stern-looking gentieman st the end of
the piazza. is he not?

She —Yes

He— Rathor musoular?

Khe—Very.

He—Carrien & deuced ugly-looking
san:”

Ehe— Yes, that is he.

He—Well, really, don't yon think you
hinve spokien  littlo hustily *— Munsey's
Weakiy.

Her Paps and Her Lover,

Henry (as Ethel enters)—My darling,
A has boon years, centurios, since | saw
you lust!

Ethel's Paps (upstairs, calling to
servant)—Mary, whown did you let In
Just now?

Mary—AMr. Littleton

Ethel's Papa—Good gracloos! that's
tne sixth thioe he's been hero this
weel. —llarvand Lampoon

Sntiafnctory Faplanation.

American Helress—All s over be
tweon us, sir. | heard Gen Koowall
say yYou were no eount.

Count (ollarseck—Ah, but you haf
made moestike. Gen Koowall not say
1 no count, he say | was no seecunt.

Americun Heiress—Oh! | am yours. —
N. Y. Woekly

A Chivalrous Lad

Aamma,” sabd Willie, *that little

Susie Harkins called me o donkey o
day."

“What ead you da?

“Well, of course | eonldn® slap a He-
tle girl, so | told sister Mary, and she
Just serntehed Susie out of sight.™—
Harper's Duzur,

Not Interchangeable.

Cholly Cholmondeley—The wowwies
of this world are pust cowwacting

Harold Harrington—Wot a  misan-
twophe yon have wherefore
philosophizing®

Cholly Cholmondeleyr—The wing 1
bougrht for Allee Seott don't it Minnke
Henee, —Joweler's Cirenlar,

b ot

Why He Dda't Gel s Degree.

Peof, Mgmmo— Wil yon Inform the
class, Mr. Porter, where Homer was
born?

Porter {reflectively)—There are elght
!l’ul'l"\ which elaim to be Homer's birth
Pluce, but 1 believe, sir, it s pow well
settled thut only flve of them are really
such. —Life

At an Arizoma Foat.

The Lieutenant ( pointing ton eanyon)
—1If you don't necept me, tosmorrow
shall be down st the bottom of thas
cnnyon,

The Colonel's Daughter — What <
dead?

The Lieutenunt-—No—fahing—~Tuclk,

A Sympathetle Man.

“My brudder,” said a waggish eole
ored man to a crowid, *in all inflletion,
in all your troubles, dar is one place
you enn always find sympathy.”

“Whar? Whuar?" shouted several.

“In de dictionary,” he replied, rolling
his eyens skywand.— Light,

ONE CONNSOLATION,

1 may be “yaller,”
And eovered with Nons,
But my pants, thank the Lord,

Dan't bag sl the ktieos,
—Life.

An Appropriate Nume,

Boston Cultured Girl (to Chicago dit-
to)—Aud 8o you have o liternry club in
Chiengo. What do you eall it?

Chieago Girl— We have named it The
Fortnightly.

Boston Girl — Decause it is too weak-
ly ?—Life.

An Impaosaible Feat.

First Girl—Don't you ever ery when
you go to the theater?

Seeond Girl—No; I'm not so easily af-
tected as that

First Girl—1'm afraid you are hard-
hearted.

Second Girl—No; it lsn't that. Tt |
never conld ery and ehew gum ot the
same time, —Judge.

s Advantage.

Mand—No girl could have refused
him If he had proposed to her as sweet-
Iy as he proposed to me.

Mary—HBut you must remember, dear,
thet he has had o great deal of ex-
perience.~Munsey's Weelkly.




